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exposed, were the skinny lines of the old Duchesse de Salvimonte &&{
the hugely bulging contours of Mrs Worms-Parnell.

It was a strange cemetery, a common grave of luxury.

Here the richest and most famous women in the world were ranged
side by side, armless and headless statues moulded in horse-hair and
ticking, their shoulders too narrow or too broad., their breasts sagging,
their waists too thick or their flanks emaciated, like rubbish from un-
satisfactory archaeological diggings.

Simon knew how some of these women looked naked, and amused
himself by checking his memories against the lay figures.

"Ah," he thought, "there's Marthe's bulging stomach; there's
Ines's deformed hip . . ."

"Yes, that's what they're like," said Marcel Germain; "and every
day of your life you see what I manage to make of them. I have eight
hundred people employed on it."

Leading off the passage were the workrooms, decorated like school-
rooms with drably distempered walls. In each workroom forty overalled
women swarmed like grey shrimps in the bottom of a net, women who
made the most expensive dresses in the world and who, that very even-
ing, before going home to their suburbs, would put on an old jumper
and a worn skirt over their underclothes of artificial silk.

But at the moment Germain was not thinking of his workrooms. He
had but one idea: to get back to the presentation of his collection.

u My dear Minister, I'm going to show you the changing-room, some-
thing I never show anyone."

They returned to the sales-rooms.

Germain opened a door and Simon Lachaume thought that he had
entered the dressing-room of a music-hall between scenes. A dozen
girls, brunettes, blondes, redheads, Germain's twelve mannequins, were
in a state of animated confusion in a windowless cell, crudely lit with
naked electric bulbs. They were dressing and undressing in an unim-
aginable chaos of arms, legs, hair and materials; they were all talking
at once and making such a noise that you couldn't hear yourself speak.
As soon as a girl arrived back from the salon, the last of the applause
still sounding in her wake, she began undressing, while the next manne-
quin went out, immediately assuming her professional walk, her public
gait. Navels appeared and disappeared, backbones projected from pale,
supple bodies as they bent to knot a shoe-ribbon. The heads of the
workrooms, like dressers in a theatre, were on their knees at the feet
of these beautiful creatures who carried their colours, removing the
thread of a forgotten tack, checking the fall of a drape, or moving a
button to its right place. The mannequins, as they made ready to go
out, gave their hair a last touch of the comb before a dressing-table
fixed flush to the wall, where each had her own chair, a shelf, and a
locked drawer.
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